It's Only A Game 


Subject: Holidays Debriefing 


Thursday 01 January 2009 04:46 pm MT 


Hi, Barb and Jerry - 

I have to report, when Bonnie and I were driving back from Missouri, I was planning 
Sunday so that we would be at the motel to watch Iggles-Cowboys, as I understood 
they were using the NFL "flex-schedule" to make that a premier game for Sunday night; 

Of course, turned out it wasn't at night, and it was all over but the screaming by the time 
we found the game underway - already like 44-3, and the Dallas announcers (telecast 
on Sirius radio) were saying, "they are going for the field goal? Is 44-6 really that much 
better?" 

So a shock for a lot of us and super congrats to the Iggles. Both Bonnie and I will be 
rooting for them this Sunday against the Minn Vikings - me because the Vikes knocked 
out Brian Urlacher and the Bears from the playoffs, and Bonnie because she roots 
against the Vikings anyway. 

However, today, we will probably be rooting for USC - but in my heart of hearts, I'm 
proud of what Joe Pa has done this year with the Nittany Lions. I think Bonnie's 
daughter Marcey (Bucknell) will be for Penn State - as I mentioned to you, I was 
shocked to hear the Penn State game being carried live in the Bucknell cafeteria when 
we visited Lewisburg last fall. 

Our best to you for 2009, 

mike@blackledge.con 


jwfaust <jwfaust@comcast.net> 
to mike 


3 Jan 2009, 1406 EST 


Mike, 

On Christmas Eve we drove to Germantown to Barbara's brother Billy and family for a 
party. It was a great time except for that one-hour drive at night in the rain, ending with 
the tour through lovely scenic Germantown. 

Christmas Day was spent at Maria's (with her two kids and significant other, Orlando). 
Maria is a woman of about 40 who is a naturalized citizen from the Dominican 
Republic. There's a long history here I won't go into now. 
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Anyhow, surprisingly, it was a good time also. 

The food was excellent-some sort of a stringy pork roast (a specialty of Orlando), a 
fantastic potato casserole with tiny chopped up potatoes and cheese and other stuff, a 
fantastic chili dip together with two dishes Barbara brought (cooked apples and baked 
sweet potatoes in a big rectangular Pyrex dish). I had to peel and cut eight apples, 
some with bad spots. I also had to peel three huge (~10-inch length and up to ~2-inch 
diameter sweet potatoes. 

Then I had to cut them into axial disks, each of 1/4 inch thickness. In the final 
"presentation" the dish resembled one of those trays of silver dollars you see in the 
casinos in Vegas. 

We were at an open house of Barbara's other brother Mike and family during the Iggles- 
Cowboys game. It was a good time and we enjoyed it very much. 

At family gatherings its sort of traditional that Debbie (B's brother Billy's wife) and I sit 
around drinking scotch on the rocks together, getting a little silly, and behaving in a 
manner that causes some smiles but raises more eyebrows. 

I'm not sure whether trying to watch the game distracted me more from Debbie or vice 
versa. It was a game that surely I would have liked to have watched alone to thoroughly 
enjoy that delightful ass-kicking the Iggles delivered. 

And then day before yesterday: 

I was slopping around in my Levis and a flannel shirt when the phone rang around 1:30 
in the afternoon. It was Sarah, our next door neighbor (B's travel buddy) saying, 

"Where are you? Dinner's ready!" 

Barbara had broken the news to me gently a few days before that were to go over to 
Sarah's for New Year's dinner. She said the party was to consist of us and several 
invited lady friends of Sarah's, all unattached widows. I had pretty much put it out of my 
memory. 

To the extent I had thought about it, I figured "dinner" meant the evening meal. Wrong. 

I rushed upstairs, quickly changed clothes and we went over. We were introduced and I 
was requested to sit at the head of the table. I preferred to think of it as the foot of the 
table. 

Dinner was excellent-Sarah's traditional roast pork and sauerkraut. I can't say as much 
for the topics of conversation however. I mostly kept my mouth shut and tried to keep 
my eyes from glazing over. 

I eventually excused myself, said my formal good-byes, and snuck back to the house. 
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A few hours later, I started watching the Rose Bowl with Barbara. I’m sure you know, 
90% of her family are Penn State alumni, and all are died-in-the-wool fanatic Penn 
State football fans. 

The game was supposed to be a close competitive game. As you know, it quickly 
turned into a rout with USC shellacking Penn State. I sat with her in the living room for 
the first half, listening to her agonizing and carrying on. 

By half time I couldn't take it anymore. I poured myself a scotch and retreated to the 
basement to watch the second half. 

Usually, in the aftermath of such an occurrence, long hours are spent on the phone with 
Barbara commiserating with Billy, Debbie and Mike. That post-game ritual didn't 
happen this time. 

So that's it. All in all, pleasant holidays. 

And now to get into my new book. I finally finished "The Yiddish Policemans Union" and 
I enjoyed it thoroughly. I especially liked Landsman's speech toward the end when he 
was being grilled. 


Thanks again dear bro. 



So why do we love Sports? As Joe Queenan documents 1 , sports can make our lives miserable. 

“A friend tells a story about taking his ten-year-old son to a Jets game. The game was being played during 
a driving rain on a freezing cold day, and the Jets lost by twenty points to a team they were supposed to beat. 
As they headed toward the exits, the boy looked up, with tears in his eyes, and asked, 'Dad, why are we Jets 
fans?” 

“Setting aside the issues of homicide and suicide for the time being, let us examine what it means to be a 
true fan. My harried therapist once asked if I could delineate my specific philosophy in a concise and 
economical fashion, if only for the edification of the vulgar. Hey, no problem, Doc. I just happen to have a 
tattered old piece of paper in my wallet setting forth the fan canon; it had been given to me as a boy by a 
rakish camy who claimed to have once been Dizzy Dean’s grocery boy. It consisted of the following items: 

Never switch allegiances. 

Show some respect. 

Visit the shrines. 

Never give up. Never give in. 

Never leave early. 

Neither a front-runner not a Johnny-come-lately be. 

Accept no substitutes. 

Wait until next year. 

Never turn down tickets to see Jordan." 


1 


Joe Queenan, True Believers: The Tragic Inner Life of Sports Fans 
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• “Being a sports fan is a complex matter, in part irrational but not unworthy; a relief from the 
seriousness of the real world, with its unending pressures and often grave obligations.” 

— Richard Gilman 


• “A fanatic is one who can’t change his mind and won’t change the subject” - Winston Churchill 

• “I am a member of a team, and I rely on the team; I defer to it and sacrifice for it, because the 
team, not the individual, is the ultimate champion.” - Mia Hamm 

• “Without obsession, life is nothing” - John Waters 

• “It’s not the will to win that matters—everyone has that. It’s the will to prepare to win that 
matters.”- Paul “Bear”Bryant 

• “Football fans share a universal language that cuts across many cultures and many 
personality types. A serious football fan is never alone. We are legion, and football is often the 
only thing we have in common.” - Hunters. Thompson 

• “If you’re a sports fan you realize that when you meet somebody, like a girlfriend, they kind of 
have to root for your team. They don’t have a choice.” - Jimmy Fallon 

• “A rabid sports fan is one that boos a TV set.” - Jimmy Cannon 

• “Winners never quit and quitters never win.” - Vince Lombardi 

• “I love sports because I love life and sport is one of the basic joys of life.” - Yevgeny Yevtushenko 

• “Baseball is the only field of endeavor where a man can succeed three times out of ten and be 
considered a good performer.”- Ted Williams 

• “Sports is like war without the killing” - Ted Turner 

• “If you love the game, nobody can take that from you.” - Michael Jordan 

• “I was originally confused, then outraged at Kap kneeling during the National Anthem (August 
2016). And as the controversy progressed, and teams and leagues and corporations started 
rolling over for those players who wanted to use their professional platform to advocate what 
they felt was social injustice, by Summer 2020 I realized: I was looking forward to some 
escapism from Life’s injustices. A relief from the seriousness of the real world, with its 
unending pressures and often grave obligations. ’ Not this. I don’t have to watch this. I don’t 
have to get upset. The pure pleasure of the sport still exists below the highly-compensated 
athletes. And I turned off professional sports and have felt better ever since.” - Michael 
Blackledge. 











